ACT ONE
SCENE I
A room painted yellow.
BRIDEGROOM [entering]: Mother.
MOTHER: What?
BRIDEGROOM: I'm going.
MOTHER: Where?
BRIDEGROOM: To the vineyard.
[He starts to go.]
MOTHER: Wait.
BRIDEGROOM: You want something?
MOTHER: Your breakfast, son.
BRIDEGROOM: Forget it. I'll eat grapes. Give me the knife.
MOTHER: What for?
BRIDEGROOM [laughing]: To cut the grapes with.
MOTHER [muttering as she looks for the knife]: Knives, knives. Cursed
be all knives, and the scoundrel who invented them.
BRIDEGROOM: Let's talk about something else.
MOTHER: And guns and pistols and the smallest little knife - and even
hoes and pitchforks.
BRIDEGROOM: All right.
MOTHER: Everythingthat can slice a man's body. A handsome man,
full of young life, who goes out to the vineyards or to his own olive
groves - his own because he's inherited them...
BRIDEGROOM [lowering his head]: Be quiet.
MOTHER: . . . and then that man doesn't come back. Or if he does
come back it's only for someone to cover him over with a palm
leaf or a plate of rock salt so he won't bloat. I don't know how you
dare carry a knife on your body - or how I let this serpent
[She takes a knife from a kitclien chest.}
* stay in the chest.
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